AH, WILDERNESS !
mildred. Oh, she's much better, Ma. She was in
wading today. She says salt water's the only thing that
really helps her bunion.
mrs. miller. Mildred ! Where are your manners ?
At the table's no place to speak of	
miller (fallen into the reminiscent obsession again).
Well, as I was saying, there was I and Red, and he dared
me to race him out to the stake and back. Well, I didn't
let anyone dare me in those days. I was a spunky kid.
So I said all right and we started out. We swam and
swam and were pretty evenly matched ; though, as
I've said, he was bigger and older than me, but finally I
drew ahead. I was going along easy, with lots in reserve,
not a bit tired, when suddenly I heard a sort of gasp
from behind me—like this—" help ! " (He imitates.
Everyone's eyes are firmly fixed on their plates, except Sid's?)
And I turned and there was Red, his face all pinched and
white, and he says weakly : " Help, Nat ! I got a
cramp in my leg ! " Well, I don't mind telling you I
got mighty scared. I didn't know what to do.. Then
suddenly I thought of the pile. If I could pull him to
that, I could hang on to him till someone'd notice us.
But the pile was still—well, I calculate it must have been
two hundred feet away.
sid.    Two hundred and fifty !
miller (in confusion).    What's that ?
^ sid. Two hundred and fifty ! I've taken down the
distance every time you've saved Red's life for thirty
years and the mean average to that pile is two hundred
and fifty feet ! (There is a burst of laughter from around
the table. Sid continues complainingly^ Why didn't you
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